point of view, the last thing 1 wanted to see was refugee
being forced to leave their homes. But as a broadcaste;
this was what I needed to complete the grim story
I did not know what to do. And then the Americar
military attache told me he was going to Hanko in his car,
and offered me a place.
We got to within about thirty miles of the town and
stopped for lunch. Here we ran into a number of othet
journalists, who said they were not allowed to go any
farther. They added that we should certainly be stopped
if we tried to go on, but we decided, none the less, to try.
And, in fact, we had no trouble. No one paid us any
attention.
We spent the afternoon in Hanko and saw all we
wanted. The same night we returned to Helsinki, and I
wrote my story in the early hours of the morning with the
idea of broadcasting it the following day, which was a
Saturday, and having it recorded in London for use on
Sunday* This was partly because Virginia Cowles had
originally arranged the trip with the American Military
Attache, and I did not want my broadcast to clash with
her story in the Sunday Times. In any event, she filed her
story, and then telephoned it after the censor had held it up
for nearly two hours, during which he had made only a
few minor alterations,
At noon I telephoned my censor at the Finnish Broad-
casting House to tell him I should have a broadcast ready
for transmission at the usual time. He asked if it was
about Hanko—and then the trouble began.
The censor, it seemed, had had strict instructions not to
pass the story. I pointed out that, to my certain knowledge,
the same story had already been filed by another journalist
152

